MY GOLD

Look at these bean-flowers whose soft petals, thrown
Quivering back, are wings wind-blown.
Black-veined and delicate as any moth's :
How, with the wind, the whole field flakes and froths.
Tosses in spume.

And spills upon the air a honied fume !
Yet were these flowers vain
Did no man, in himself, create again.
Scent and shadow and shine. . . .
Therein are they made lovely ; he, divine.             10
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MY GOLD

MY gold's hid in the daffodil

And kingcup on the water-mead,

Pale irises, that drink their fill

And many a tender glimmering weed

By fountain shrine.

My gold's invested on the hill

Where father linnet tells his rede

And greater gorses shine.

My gold's within the tormentil

And golden-rod upon the wild ;                    20

Ragweeds that glow beside the rill;

Tansy and melampyre, so mild,

Whose pallor lights the dusky denes

Tree-shadowed.   And in naked scenes,

Where precipice and needling rocks

Break to the sea with slope and spire,

My gold's the lotus, goldilocks,

And patines of the stout samphire

Above unresting blue and foam

That round their crags and castles roam.     30

No charters fail, no banks suspend

To rob me of a dividend.
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